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dark doorway. A very nice girl in a blue coat and
skirt and silk stockings couici be seen, in the picture,
looking in the cosy little window. Imagine being able
to see that shop any time you wanted, and perhaps
knowing the nice girl in the blue coat too! Or, if you
do not care for that kind of thing, there are "the
masses of beautiful dahlias in bloom." You see them
in a picture of some garden somewhere in this city.
Across the right foreground there runs a row of sharp
iron spikes, which are there no doubt to prevent the
country's enemies charging down the flower beds.
Then, bang in the middle, in all the hues that photo-
graphy ever knew, are the dahlias themselves, bloom-
there in their hundreds, and every one of them nearly
as big as your hand. Behind there are some trees, and
behind them, exquisite, remote, mysterious, the upper
stories of some large building in white stone, probably
a palace.

And I must say these coloured photographs killed
everything else in that magazine for me. After seeing
them, I did not want to "Plan now for a healthful,
happy vacation in Maine," nor to change my mind,
cast off my Occidental worries for a while, and "watch
the monkeys skipping over the walls of Jaipur" (which
would, I feel sure, remind me of my Occidental
worries), nor to go beyond the high Sierras where,
apparently, there is a land singularly blest by Nature,
nor to "savour the charm of three centuries ago, while
cruising in modern luxury through the picturesque
heart of French Canada." These are all very fine